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CHAPTER |I.

- TES
W usual nowndays, instead of
king at the door Fate called up
fihe telephone.
#hough the bell shrilled almost In
. Kip's ear she would not answer
B She winced, shook her head, agi-
~d her rocking chalr with petulance,
Eebroidered vindictively, and hardly
much ecalled out as sighed very
wdly toward the hallway:

“Daphane! O-oh, Daphne! the tele-
again I
the stairs there sounded a

&pril shower chased down a hillside

' &y the sun. An allegory of April dart-
* od across the room and raised the tel-
" ephone to her lips as if it were a

@eaker of good cheer,

Her mother was used to this humor
=€ Daphne's and pald no heed till a
smiden frost chilled the warm tone of
‘the giri's voice, The smile of hospi-
fality wasted on the telephone had
efven place to a look of embarrass-
avent,

Mrs. Kip whispered anxziously, “Who
& itT

Paphne motioned her not to frter-
vapt. and her voice grew deep and
amportant. It became what her brother
Bayard called her “reception voice”
& her grandest contralto she sald:

*This is Miss Kip, Yes, I have, Yes,
@e does, I beg pardon? Oh!—Oh! Oh!
§&ow do you do, Mr. Wmbhwm."

“Mr. Who?" her mother keened.

Tlaphne whispered to quiet her, “A
woung man from New York—{riend of
Bayard's—same office. 1 haven't got
#is name yet"

Info the telephone she was shying,
and bowing and nodding the while
with her politest face. “Indeed I'll try
@ be. Of course Cleveland's not New
Fork, but— By the way, do you
dance? That's good. That's right:
muight as well be deaf if yon don't!
@aw long will you be in Cleveland?
Ok, is that all? Well, then, you must
oame out here and have tea with us
Ghis very afterncon. I'll eall for you
-t the hotel in my little car. No: it's
‘@ot ond of those; It's an electric. I
amn it myself. Afraid to risk it?
Beave man! Til be there in ffteen
minutes, and you might be on the
steps. Goodby, Mr. Wmbwm."

“This last wans said in the fond tone
of ancient frieodship, and she hung
‘o the receiver with a gesture like
afking hands,

She turned to find her mother thin-
@ing her lipe in a long, tight line; her
<ieeks bulged explosively, Daphne
Awrexstalled her:

* ““He's 0 young fellow in the same
¥irm s Bayard. Says he's here on
baosiness for ten days. Baynrd, told

F 8 call me up and tell me to be
~aice o lim, That sounds like By,
A% sald he hadn't time to write. That

Founds liker still. Bayard told him
Jw iKiss you for him, so he must be all
I was going to take him to
to a tea-dance, but I thought
glve him a look-over first.
roll him out here. Get out the
ofce china and the na| I mono-
grammed, and—"

“But, Dnphne! Walt! I can’t—"

*I haven't time to argue with you,

The night train from New York had
deposited Clay Wimburn in the grimy
cavern of the station at an early hour.
He had dawdled over his breakfast,
feellng lost without his New York
morning papers.

When at last it grew late enough to
telephone for an appointment with the
man he had come to see he was dis-
gusted to learn that the wretch would
not be visible till the next day.

It was then that Bayard Kip's part-
ing behest to call up his sister re-
curred to Wimburn. He planned to
compose a formal note of self-intro-
duction, but Bayard had forgotten to
tell him his sister’s name or his fa-
ther's initials. There were several
Kips In the telephone book, and he
could not tell which would be which,
He decided to call up each number
and ask a maid or somebody If Mr.
Bayard Kip's people lived there,

The wery first number he ecalled
brought Daphne herself suddenly
volee to volce with him. Voices are
characters, and It was a case of love
at first hearing with him. She had
him smiling and coolng at the second
phrase. He felt that she was going to
make his stay in Cleveland pleasant.

He formed all sorts of pletures of
her while he waited on the hotel steps,
but when she stepped out of her car
and looked about she was none of the
Misses Kip he had planned. She was
a round, pretty llitle thing, amilable
of eye and humorous about the lips,
and cunningly dressed. She looked
as if she would be a plucky, tireless
sportswoman; yet she had a wistful,
tender huggableness that a girl onght
not to lose, however well she plays
tennis.

“Is this Mr—" ghe began. He was
too nervous to notice her pause.

He retorted, “Is this Miss Kip?"

He noted that she shook hands well,
with a2 boyish clench accompanied by
an odd little duck of the head.

“Mighty mice of you to take me off
this desert island,” he beamed.

“Mighty glad to have the privilege,”
she said as she verified the fraternity
pin on his overcont. “Mother is dy-
ing to hear how Bayard is,”

Mothers have little power left as
guardians, but the children find that
the title has a certain valoe at times
in keeping order.

“Won't you get in?" sald Daphne,
pointing to her car. She made him
crowd in first, then followed and
closed the door and pulled the throttle,

He meditated aloud: “How wonder-
ful it really is that you should talk to
me over the telephone and invite me
to your home and come and get me
like this.”

“What's so wonderful about that?"
sald Daphne, “Everybody does it."

“Everything that everybody does s
wonderful,” sald Wimburn., “But how
especially wonderful it is to live in a
city where there are no walls about
the gardens. Look! there aren't even
fences, The lawns are all joined to-
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Already Wimburn Was a Member of
the Household.

gether and the houses are mostly win-
dows. Everything Is so open and free,
full of sunlight and frankness. You're
taking me home in this charming lttle
glass showcase to Introduce me to
your mother, I tell you the world do
move! A womnn of todny has.w lot
to be thankful for. You ought to be
mighty happy.”

_ “Qught-to-be hasn't puch to do with
Is," Daphne sighed. “We've got a lot

| to get yet—and a lot to get rid of."

sex was still insatinble. .
After a ghort ride they turned into

eXpunse of grass ‘with trees

grown with the personailties of the
occupants, The only ostentations
about the place were the cupola of an
earlier day and the porte cochere
stuck out llke a broken wing.

She led him into the house and
waved him toward the hall tree. When
hie had set down his hat and stick she
led him Into the drawing room,

“Mother, we're home.”

“Yes, dear,” said Mrs. Klp, who
called Daphpe “dear" before com-
pany.

“Mother,” said Daphne, *I want to
present Mr—" (mumble—gulp). She
had not yet achleved his name.

Her mother shocked her by saying,
“Delighted to meet you, Mr.— I
didn’t quite catch the name”

Daphne blushed for her mother's
query, but wus glad to overheur the
stranger's answer:

“I am Mr. Wimburn, Mrs. Kip—Clay
Wimburn.”

At this moment a tall, shambling
man walked in. He looked as if he
looked older than he was, His spec-
tacles overwhelmed a rather unsuc-
cessful nose. Daphne hardly needed
to introduce him us her father. She
gave Wimburn a name now, and he
felt called upon to explain his incur-
slon,

“I know your son Bayard very well,
I'm in his office. We belong to the
same fraternity—different chapters of
course. We struck up a great friend-
ship. When he knew I was coming to
Oleveland he eaid, “Tell my sister to
be nice to you' and—and—"

Wimburn paused in some embarrass-
ment before the ballroom manner of
Mrs. Kip, but the pompous disguises
of timidity fell from her as she mur-
mured—and blushed in a motherly
way:

“Daphne told me. He sald for you
to kiss his mother for him.”

llYe'mPl

“Well, I am his mother.”

“Oh! May I

“Will you?" .

He pressed his lips respectfully on
her cheek, but she, closing her eyes to
imagine him her son, flung her fat
arms about him and held him a mo-
ment. He kissed her again with a
kind of vicarious devotion.

“T'd want Bayard to deliver such a
message to your mother,” she ex-
plained.

Already Wimburn was a member of
the household; he had been kissed
and sympathized with.

He turned to Dapline with an apolo-
getie look and saw that she was star-
ing at him with softer eyes than he
had thought she had,

Definlte anxieties engaged Mrs, Kip,
for tea had come in tottering on a
tray carried by a panic-smitten cook,
ns agile as a hippopotamus and as
shy as a violet,

Daphne and her mother and father
went through the tea ceremony with
the anxiety of people in an earth-
quake, and the “Swedish dromedary”
stared at the unaccustomed sight as
if the tea bibbers were drinking poi-
son and she watching for the convul-
glons to begin,

Clay Wimburn falked altogether
about Bayard and his wonderful prog-
ress in business in spite of the hard
times, Bayard, he sald, was sticking to
his desk like a demon, and he let noth-
ing distract him.

“It must be glorious living In New
York,” Daphne sighed.

“Why don’t you come and pay Bay-
ard a visit? Wimburn suggested.

“He wouldn't have time to take me
anywhere, and I don't know anybody
else there.”

“You know me. And I'd be only too
glad to try to repay your hospitality
to me" :

Mrs. Kip looked on and listened with
the fond alarm of one who has seen
fatal courtships begun with just such
fencing.

When at length Daphne i
that there was still time to‘rpafl down
to the Hotel Statler for a dance or
two Mrs. Kip smiled at her, Wimburn
did not know that he had beén brought
home on approval, Mrs, Kip realized
that he was not to be returned as im-
possible. Her fancy gambled In fu-
tures, :

Wimburn was the vietim of an onset
of that delirium amans known as love
at first sight. He was at the right age,
and he found something exotically
captivating in this strange giel in the
strange city. He was polsomed with
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seemed Impossible to uproot himself
from that pleasant soil. One after-
noon when he had elready overstayed
his farlough Daphne and he were rid-
ing in the little car through the outer
suburb known as Shaker Heights—a
section rapidly evolving from a sleepy
religlous community tp a swarm of city
residences,

The late afternoon moon had risen
in a sky still rosy with the afterglow
of sunset. The air was murmurous
with pleading.

Suddenly Wimburn ecried aloud, to
his own surprise and hers, “Daphne!
Miss Kip! I can't stand everything,
you know! I'm enly human, after all.”

“What's the matter?’ she asked in
prosaic phrase but with a poetic flut-
ter of breath,

“I love you, d——n it!—pardon me,
but I'm infernally In love with you.
I'm tormented. I came here on busi-
ness, and Instead of my finishing it
you've finished me. I'm two days over-
due in New York and I've had to lie
to the office to explald why. And all
I can think of now Is that I'd rather
resign and starve to death than go
back and leave you here.”

“Honestly?" she barely breathed,

“Desperately !" he moaned. “What's
to become of me?”

“You'd better go back, I suppose,
You'll soon get over it and find some-
body else to love™

“There's nobody else in the world
worth loving. 1'd die if I gave you up!
I'd simply die”

He went on with aching anxiety:
“Could you care for me just a little?
If you could love me or just promise to
try to, I could face my exile for a
while; Do you think you could love
me ever?”

She dropped her chin on her breast
and sighed.

“I guess I do now.”

The miraculous felleity of this sitna-
tion overwhelmed them both. He elipt
her in his arms and she flung hers
about him, forgetting entirely the
steering wheel. The neglected litle
car promptly scuttered off the road,
crossed a gutter into a vacant lot,
seooped up a “For Sale” sign, and was
about to tip over into an excavation
when Daphne looked up long enough
to shut off the power, Then in a blind
rapture she returned to where she be-
longed—his embrace,

Soon she was assalled with fears for
the credibility of this wonder work,
and when he said: o

“When 'shall we announce our en-
gagement?” she protested:

“Oh, not till we are sure,”

“I'm sure now.”

“But we must be terribly sure. It's
such a dangerous thing, getting mar-
ried. 8o many people who think they
love ench other find out their mistake
too late. You don't know me very
wel].“

“You mean you don’t know me very
well”

“I'm not afraid of you, but for you.
I'd hate to disappoint you, and I don’t
really amount to much, I can't do
anything except gad around ; and you'd
tire of me.”

“Not In this world—nor in the next,”

“It's darling of you to say it, and
you think you mean it—now. But—"

“I know it, Daphne, honey, now and
forever. 1 don't want anybody but
you. Life won't be life without you.
You've promised to be m¥y wife, 1
hold you to your promise.”

“All right” Tt was exceedingly sat-
isfying to surrender her soul Into his
keeping. She had reached harhor al-
ready after so brief and placid a voy-
age, -
He ended a long, cozy silence with
the surprising remark, “I suppose I
ought to ask your parents' consent?”

The daughter of the twentieth cen-
tury laughed: “Parents’ consent]! You
do read a lot of anclemt lterature,
don't you?"

“8tN I Imagine we'd better break it
to !mn -

“You leave it to me to break it to
‘em. They'll be glad enough to get me
off their hands”

“I'll never belleve that.”

he was afrald to leave her without the
brand of possession on her finger.

But how was he to come at the nee-
essary sum? He could mot decently
ask the firm he was dealing with to
lend him money, He might have asked
it to cash a check on his bank, but
his aceount was at the irreducible min-
imum. .

After an hour or two of meditation
he determined to beard a jeweler in
his lair and try to coax him into the
extension of credit.

He loltered In front of several win-
dows, staring at the glittering pebbles
on the velvet beaches till he found a
tiny gem that he thought might feebly
represent his exquisite adoration. He
went In and asked the price. An ea-
ger salesman peered at the very small
tag and announced the very large
price—$185. It was not much for a
solitaire, but it was too much for that
bachelor.

He clung to the counter for support
and in a husky tone asked for the
credit man, He was escorted to a
barred window where & very sane old

“] Have the Honor to Be Engaged ¢
Miss Daphne Kip"

person gazad out at people Insane
enough to buy jewelry. Mr. Gnsset!
had a look of hospitallty toward cash
and of shyness toward credit.

Wimburn hemmed and blushed and
swallowed hard, With the plausit{lity
of a pickpocket he mumbled as he
pushed a card across the glass sill:

“I mm Mr. Clay Wimburn of New
York city. I have been out here clos
ing up an important deal for my firm
with one of your big milile, I hap
pened to see a little ring in your win
dow—rather pretty little thing. Took
a faney to it. Had half a mind to buy
1t, But rather short of cash and—er—
and—"

Mr. Gassett waited with patience.

Clay went on: “I have no right t¢
agk yon to give me credit. Baot 't
very anxious to leave the ring here”

“Leave 1t here! T thought you want
ed to boy it!"

“Of course! T want to leave It or
the finger of a young lady.”

“Oh,” eald Mr. Gassett, to whon
ladies' fingers were an important map
ket,

Fioally he sald: *I don’'t suppose
you would care to tell me who yom
Pmcee is. That might make a difs

erence.”

“Why ghouldn't T tell you? I'm cer
tainly not ashamed to. I have the
honor to be engaged to Miss Daphne
E[D—"

Daphne, accompanied by her
mother, goes to New York for
the purpose of buying her trous-
stau. There the first shadow
is cast upon Daphne's romantic
dreams by the discovery that the
money which her Tather has
begn able to ralse for the pur-
pose will not buy much of a
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QUICK! EAT JUST ONE TABLET,
OF PAPE'S DIAPEPSIN FOR
INSTANT RELIEF.

When meals don't fit and you belch
and food.
TS
pain, fintvience, heartburn or headache,
Here 18 Instant réllet—No waltingl

Just as soon as you eat a tablet of
Pape’s Diapepsin sll the dyspepsia, In-
digestion and stomach distress ends,
These pleasant, harmless tablets of
Pape's Diapepsin never fall to make
sick, upset stomachs feel fine at once,

and they cost so little at drug stores.
Adv,

Pat's Whereabouts. .
In a small village In Ireland the
mother of a soldier met the willage
priest, who asked her If she had had
bad news, *“Sure, I have,” she eaid.
“Pat has been killed." “Oh, I am very
sorry,” sald the priest. “Did you re-
ceive word from the war office?”
“No," she suid, “I received word from
himself.” The priest looked per &
plexed, and sald: “But how is that?"
“Sure," she said, “here is the letter;
read it for yourgell.,” The letter sald:
“Dear Mother—~I am now In the Holy
land,”

lﬁrtcﬂga RHEUMATIC REM&
Remarkable results are reported
the use of Dr. Whitehall’s Rheumatic Rem-
edy. Btiffness aud soreness seem to vanish
from the joints, pains and aches just nat-
urally disappear and swelling is o out,
ta from the use of this remedy have
been especially satisfactory in chronic cases,
and where there seem to be complications,
Ba‘:::dufn get Dr. dWhit_ahn}l’n Eﬂumct:
rom your druggist for a 3
:P ur’a. frea’nmplu will be sent direct
Memimine oy 108 N LaFayocte. Bty
| i : ©
Bouth Blr;d. Ind. —Adv. "

Beaten at the Start.

A fellow said to n famous sprinter:
"I'll race you and beat you if you'll
let me choose the course and give me
f yard's start."

“Fifty dollars to one that you don’t,”
said the sprinter, confidently. “Name
your course.”

“Up a ladder,” sald the challenger,

Important to Mothers
HExamine carefully every bottls of
CASTORIA, that famous old remedy,
for infants and chiidren, and see that §¢

Sears the

Blgnature of :

In Use for Over 30 Years.

Children Cry for Fletcher’s Castoria
Painful End.

“Jimmie," sald Aunt Nell, “I saw
you reading very intently Inst npight.
Did the story end happily?”

“Naw,"” said Jimmie, “It was 'Dia-
mond Dick,” and pa ecame in and
caught me just as I was finishin' the
lost chapter.”

For Constipation, Biliousness, Liver
and Kidney troubles, take Garfleld
Tea, Adv. .

The Meaning.

“I heard Anng mutter to herself that
she was going to face the trouble and
make It the subject of thorough reflees
tion.

“I guess you heard her say that
when she was looking In the glass at
an unbecoming hat."

ﬁ X ‘s Tasteless ehlll;ro*
T Ao ] L et 2t

suing, Invigorating i

Still Waiting,
“Gone out of literature?”
“Not entirely, T got a Job In a ship-
ping ronf marking pucking cases.”"—
Louisville Courler-Journal.

.w?. ..l:llm'l Pleasant Pellots nn end to
fess and indigestion. “‘Olean ?'“‘Mf.

Suitable Concession,
“Pa, can you get me a new rnbber
cont?" “Well, I guess I can strétch
a point for it."

A Terrible- Ordeal !

Gravel and Kidney Stone Caunsed




